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The second reading was even a greater inspiration than
the first, and this time inspiration became concrete. Into
Claude's mind shot a dazzling idea, a wonderful plan, mad
and dangerous, but infinitely alluring.

" Emily/' he said one day, when she swung her black
legs against his serge trousers in the plum-tree, " would
you like to go camping, like George Borrow and Belle
Berners in the dingle ? "

" Of course I should. But what's the good of ask-
ing ? "

" Well, I was thinking that if you're game-----"

" Of course I'm game ; but it's absolutely impossible.1'

" It ain't, really. I was thinking about it in bed last
night. There's a hollow exactly like Mumpers' Dingle in
the Ram Field by Doucegrove Farm. We could camp
there for a week without being found, and we could leave
letters saying we were quite safe, and all that."

" We should both be thrashed."

" I shouldn't mind that if I could have a week's camping
first. Just think how splendid it 'ud be ! I could easily
run up a couple of tents, and we could bring some rugs and
some of the kitchen tea-things, and I've quite enough
money to keep us in food for a week."

" Do you think it would be straight ? " said Emily,
looking him in the eyes.

" Of course it would. We'd tell no lies, and we'd brave
it out afterwards. If we spoiled anything, we'd pay for
it."

" Oh, I should like to come."

Her hands were clasped between her knees, and she
looked over the orchard-boughs to the hazy fields by
Raisins Farm. Her hair had fallen into her eyes, and she
took out her comb, to fasten it back more securely. Before
she thrust the comb into its place, she shook the hair from
her forehead, and the sunshine filtering through the fruit-
blossom burnished the thick, uncurled mane.

*' Emily/' said Claude, half surprised, " what beautiful
hair you have! "